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heavy the head really is. She made me lie down on a couch with my head
hanging off the couch. For all these years I had not known how to relate
at will, and as she told me I must have been sleeping without proper rest.
I was a timid young man when I first came over to England, and by the
way, I thought, like all Irishmen that every Englishman was an aristocrat,
and Lee advised me that if I was to do anything at all in public I must
create a voice that even if I spoke rubbish the people would still be
enthralled. I am the most spontaneous speaker in the world becamse every
word, every gesture and every retort have been carefully rehearsed."
The night was upon us and the lane was lost in complete darkness.
He leaned on my shoulder and I went with him to his own door.
He was convinced that he was one of the few people who could
control his temper in emergency. Compared with Hyndman and Morris
he was as cool as a cucumber.
"By giving myself a bad reputation," he said, "my few acts of
goodness cause such astonishment that they become the subject of
praise and the rest is forgotten. And so I get a reputation for being the
kindest of people and the gentlest. Whenever Charlotte and I missed a
train, say, she was helpless and would stand for at least ten minutes as
though stunned. She could not stop bemoaning the loss of the train for
long afterwards and naturally blamed me. But I always took the situation
in hand and pointed out that we had only to get a porter to call a taxi. I
never lose my nerve. But once, in Africa, I was driving and the car took
it into its bonnet to go its own pace and where it willed. Charlotte was
sitting beside me and she was quite unperturbed because she always
thought that I could do anything, but suddenly the car flew into a ditch,
jumped and overturned. Charlotte was hurled out and miraculously
escaped with only a few bones broken."
"Cars can be like that. The other day I had a lift to London by a
neighbour in a nearby village. He was a good driver but a bad debater,
having to use his hands in order to prove his points. At one moment he
got so excited that he forgot he was driving a car and. at full speed at that,
and to drive home an argument, let go the wheel and used both hands
on an imaginary map of Europe to place the different armies and to show
how our strategy had proved inefficient. When a concrete post stopped
us from flying into a ditch, the argument yielded to caution and we
continued sedately into London."
"I never speak in a car and fortunately have a chauffeur who never
utters a sound, not even about the weather. I didn't even lose my head